




Pericles Prince eftyre. 

Mar. Patience good fir:or here lie ceafe, f 

Per. Nay lie be patient: thou little know ft howe tnou 
doefl: llardc me to call thy fclfe Marina. 

Afar. The narrte was giuenmee by one that had fome 
power, my fatherland a King* 

Per. How, a Kings daughter,and cald Marina l 
Mar. You fed you would beleeuemc, but not to bee a 
troubler ofyour peace,! will end here* 

Per . But are you fldli and bloud i 
Haue you ^working pui(e,andarfc no Fairie ? 

Motion well, fpeake an, where were you borne i 
Mid wherefore call i Manm : 

Adar. Calld Mk H haAox 1 was corne at fea* 

Plr . At fea, what mother ? . 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a King, who died 
the minute I was borne, as my goodNurfc Lichenda hath 
oft deliuered weeping. 

Per. O flop there a little, this is the rareft dreame 
That ere duld fleepc did mockefadfooies withal!, 

This cannot be my daughter,buriedj well, where were yoti 

bred? lie heare you more too’th bottome or your Itorie , 
and neuer interrupt you. , , 

Mar. You fcorhe,beleeue mctwerebeftl did guieore. 
Per. I will beleeueyou by thefyllableof whatvou (ball 
deliuer,* yet giue me leaue , how came you mthcle parts, 
where were you bred ? 

Mar, The King my father did in Tharfiu leaue me, 

Til/ cruel Cleon with his wicked wife, 

B>id feeke to murther mcrand hauing wooed a villamc, 

To attempt it, who hauing drawne to doo t, 

A crew of Pirats came and refeued me, < ^" 

Brought me to Met aline: 

But good fir whither wil you haue mc?why doe you weep. 
It may be you thinkfc mfce an impofturc, nogoodiayt . 
am the dsughter to King P tricks, if good king PerKles ^ 
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forfeits Trrnte tfTyrt. 

fell. Hoe, H c!li c arm ? 

Hcl. Calls my Lord. 

Per. Thou art a graue and noble Counfcller, 

Moft wifejin general!, tell me(i£ thou canftiwhatthismayde 
is, or what is like to bee , that thus hath made mcc 
weepe. 

Hr/. I know not, but heres the Regent fir of Metahne t 
fpeakes nobly ofher. 

Lyf. She neuer would tell her parentage, 

Being dcrnaunded/that/hc would fit ftill and weepe. 

Per. Oh Helhcanufy ftrike me honored fir , giue nice a 
gafhjput me to prefent paine,leaft this great Tea of ioyes ru- 
ining vpon me,ore-beare the fhores of my mortalitie , and 
drownc me with their fivectneile : Oh come hither, 
thou that begetft him that did thee beget, 4 
Thou that waft borne at fea, buried at Tharfm, 

And found at Cc a agen, O HeUicanns , 

Downe on thy knees, thankc the holie Gods as loud 
As thunder threatens vs;this is Marina. 

What was thy mothers name? tell me,but that 
for truth can neuer be confirm’d inough. 

Though doubts did euer fieepc. 

Mar. Frift fir, I pray what is your title ? 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre ; but tell mcc now my 
Drownd Quccnes namc,as in the reft you layd. 

Thou haft becne God-like p-rfit, the heirof kingdomes, 
And an other like to Pericles thy father. 

Ma. Is it no more to be your daughter, then to lay, my 
mothers name was 7 hoaifafThaifa was my mother, who did 
crdthcminutel began. 

Pc. Now hleffingon thee, rife th art my child. 

Giue me frefti garments, mine owne Hellmnm, fliee is not 
dead at Tharfm as fttc'C (boil'd hatieheene by fan age Cleon? 
Ibc ilial! rdl rhec ail, when thou ibait knee-kyar.d iuftific in 
knowledge, (be is thy veric Prii icespvho :s this ? 

I Hd. Sir 
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